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MOTLEY NOTES. 


R. CHAMBERLAIN’S encouragement to women to 
emigrate to South Africa has deluged us with letters 
One lady writes:—‘‘ As a regular reader please tell 

me whether there is anything in it, and what sort of a husband 

| might expect to find. I am of refined tastes, a reader of 

Miss Corelli’s novels, and I do not quite know whether | 

should be altogether happy with a miner. Can you tell me 

whether miners are clean ; do they take a bath every day ; and 
do they change their clothes for dinner? And what is the 
average income of these people ?” 


Another lady, calling herself “ Nothing Venture,” writes as 
follows:—‘ Tell me, Dear FuN, are the men there dashing and 
brave, or are they as backward in coming forward as the 
wretched creatures here? For thirty years men here have 
talked to me about the weather and the state of their health, 
but never one touched on the delicate ground. Are Colonials 
romantic ?” 


~ 


And this from the kitchen :—“I am a cook and a spinster, 
not for want of offers, but having no natural taste for 
policemen, and seeing no prospect in tradesmen’s young men, 
who say to one cook what they say to another, all in the 
matter of business, and no more sincerity in it than life in a 
village. If there is prospects in South Africa I’m off, and the 
first decent-looking man will get a good wife, for I’m a good 
plain cook, having a loving heart, and a temper that fifteen 
mistresses in five years hasn’t been able to interpolate. Would 
it be indecent to ask Mr. Chamberlain to pay my passage out, 
and where is his address ?” 





One of the evening newspapers has dished up its own 
unintentional jest of years ago as a brand-new joke. The 


unintentional jest occurred on the newspaper’s placard, and 
ran : 
FRICTION AT THE WaR OFFICE. 


OFFICIAL SCRATCHINGS. 


It deserved its palingenesis, and Lord Wolseley will appreciate 
the point, 


We like the action of the Hull Watch Committee in 
presenting its policemen with india-rubber gloves. Is the 
hotion that by this means crime will be erased in Hull ? 
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A Coop LirrLte Army. 


|The first principle of service reform is that the army 
should be good rather than big.”— Morning Leader. | 


srodrick, these measures are 1ill-timed, 
We only want an army “ good” 
(Pronounce it please as if it rhymed 


With “rude.’’) 


An army that will never harm 

A traitor foe for mere desire, 

That will not set a loaded farm 
Qn fire ; 


That shudders when it talks of Krupy, 
That weeps when wicked Shrapnel flies, 
And fixing bayonets turneth up 
Its eyes ; 


That has so little lust to kill 
That when the order cometh curt 
To fire, it aimeth where it will 
Not hurt. 


In short (the reason you will twig) 
Howe’er this subject be reviewed 
Brethren, we want no army big, 
Sut good. 


“'There’s a good deal in cards,” said the whist player, as he 
picked up a hand of thirteen trumps. 

“T like your present better than your past,” gurgled the 
innocent maiden to the rake who gave her a diamond ring. 


We are told of an artist who painted a*dog lying under 
a tree so successfully that it was really quite impossible to tell 
the bark of the dog from the bark of the tree. 


We present our readers with a few extracts from the “ first 
instalment of what will prove the most interesting novel of the 
year.” It made its appearance in a halfpenny morning paper. 
[It is a Society story. The hero, Vivian St. Aubyn, is thus 
described by a lady (save the mark !):—“ He is young, awfully 
good-looking, stands just 6ft. in his stockings, and, last, but 
not least, has expectations.” That is how ladies talk—in a 
Society novel. 
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This hero, “ with his hand 
some face and fascinating 
ways,” enters his club. 
“Bring me two brandies 
and sodas; and | say ”-—as 
the waiter was about to 
leave the room to execute 
his order—‘‘don’t forget the 
brandy.” And he laughed. 
Men do behave like that in 
clubs, especially men with 
“fascinating ways.” Then 
this Vivian St. Aubyn, 
when his friend orders tea, 





exclaims “Tea?  Cat-lap 
like that! Only fit for 
women and ” We are 


told “Vivian St. Aubyn was voted an ‘all round’ good 
fellow, always ready for a convivial meeting, always to 
the fore when il ‘jolly good spree’ was on the taps.” 


The heroine, Margaret Sinclair, was so lovely that in looking 
at her“ one involuntarily held one’s breadth (s7c).” Her mother 
asks after Vivian. Flinging her wide-brimmed hat on a chair, 
she turned her glorious hazel eyes upon her mother. 
“Vivian?” she repeated, dwelling tenderly upon the name. 
“Tle has gone to his club. lle was thirsty, he said, and must 
have a drink.” Now, at the head of this first instalment there 
runs the line:—‘“ Are You Sure You Are Not A Character In 


This Great Story?” That is cruel. 


RoBERTUS Est ERRARE. 


(Lord Roberts—we say it with all respect—is not after all 


exempt from the possibility of error.’—Dadly Nerrs. | 


() Roberts, when you are in doubt 

(‘oncerning schemes that you're about, 

Don't tear your hair, don’t sigh, don’t pout, 
Seek Lehmann. 


('all, meekly, at the Daily News, 

And on the door-mat wipe your shoes, 

Then humbly ask, he won’t refuse, 
Kor Lehmann. 


Ask whether Colvile shunned a tight, 

If Buller should be tried, and White, 

And promptly you will be put right 
By Lehmann. 


The expert’s day, dear Bobs, is bust, 

The baton and the sword must rust, 

The editor’s the man we trust— 
The layman. 


A sub-headline in a contemporary the other day announced : 


“Mr. T. W. Russell threatens never to shut his mouth.” 


. ’ 
{nough to make one open one’s eyes. : 


We have it on the authority of a contemporary that the 
“Odyssey” is to have a comprehensive scenario—“ one act in 
Heaven, another on earth, and a third in hell.” The play, 
therefore, should appeal in the first act to the gods, in the 
second to the upper circle, and in the third to the pit. 
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The price of an artificial man is given, limb by limb, in the 


pages of the British Medical Journal, Our excellent contem 


porary expresses the hope that the information thus given may 


be of interest in times of wars “and rumours of wars.” (} 
course, one doesn’t lose a leg or an arm during “rumours of 
wars,” but many people lose their heads. Careful 5. M../.! 


A great deal of nonsense is being written about Mr 
Winston Churchill’s clap-trap remark, “If | were a Boer- 
[t means that if Mr. Churchill were a Chinaman or a cannijba| 
he would be cutting throats and eating missionary- 
occupations that even Mr. Churchill cannot make respect. 


able. 
When it was rumoured that De Wet’s mind was unhinged, 
4 patriotic soldier exclaimed in one of the service clubs 
“4 aa } 99 
“ Hooray. the hard nut is cracked at last! 


A cross-eyed man remonstrated with a passer-by for jostling 
him on the footpath. “Why don’t you look where you're 
going?” he demanded. The other retorted, “ Why don’t you 


go where you're looking.” The eyes had it. 
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“Tr [ HAD BEEN LESS OF A Musicran I sHOULD HAVE 
BEEN A BETTER BURGLAR.” 
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A FEATHER IN HER HAT. 

Wao KILLED Cock Rosin ? 
1, SAID THE BELLE, 

| WanTED His Breast, 

His WINGS, AND THE REst, 
To MAKE ME Look Swe 1, 

I Kittep Cock Rosin. 
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iii AN ’ORRIBLE TALE. 
n a of mighty London, in the world’s wide throbbing 
ry : ’ 
pe sa dark and grimy building—at the Empire’s very heart : 
© cold winds whistle thro’ it, and the rain comes 
‘ driving in, , 
ark and grimy is the building —'tis a fearsome place of sin! 


We a Sees gs ; 

Gi, mortals press within it, in their eyes the flame of fear, 

a i pale contorted faces! Othe wicked words they swear ! 
te an they catch there waiting! O the cemet’ries they 

Who stand w 


‘l alting for the Local in the crowd at Ludgate 
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Definition of “ Kquerry” (properly pronounced) :—“ One who 
asks questions.” 

Apropos correct pronunciation, the popular costume at the 
boat race will be a dark blouse. 


The wisest artist :—One who draws a good income! 


A SIMPLE ForRMULA. 

Who hath his collar button lost 
The chase need ne’er give o’er, 
Barefooted, let him close his eyes 

And promenade the floor. 
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THE GARDEN OF LIVELY FLOWERS. 


LICK longed for fresh air. “I will see if I can find the 

garden,” she said to herself ; “and here is a path that 
straight to it—at least, no, it doesn’t do that 
a sharp corner), but I suppose it will at last. 
Something in Smart Society must be straight,” she said, 
viciously, and then, taking one more twist, she found herself 


~ 


A 
(after turning 


leads 


in the garden. 

Such a garden! There was a large flower-bed, with a border 
of chorus girl Daisies and a Willow tree growing in the middle. 
All the other flowers had the faces of famous actresses, whose 
photographs Alice had so often seen in the fashionable papers. 
Close to Alice there was a very graceful Lily, and it looked so 
very human that Alice actually spoke to it. 

“Can you talk ?” she asked, politely. 

“As well as you can,” said the Lily. 
louder,” 

“(uess we're all loud here,” said one of the Daisies, through 
Its nose, 

The Lily swung forward and whispered confidentially in 
Alice’s ear: “Of course, these Daisies aren’t on the same 
footing in Society as Lam. You mustn't confuse comic opera 
They are merely tolerated and patronised ; | 
am sought after and petted.” 

“How nice it must be,” said Alice, “to be a great actress.” 

The Willow tree shuddered. 

“ What’s the matter?” Alice asked. 

“The matter?” exclaimed the tree. “Is it nothing that 
these painted creatures, these trippers on toes, these ballet 
bounders, are taken up by Society and worn at its button- 
hole, with the same honour and flourish of trumpets as 
accompany an invitation to Me? Is it nothing——” 

“Pooh !” said the Lily. 

“Where is the actor who ever married a Duke's daughter ? ” 
asked one of the Daisies. 


“And a great deal 


with comedy, 
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“Guess the British aristocracy ain’t fallen quite so low as 
that,” said the Daisy who spoke through her nose. 

“ Ah! the profession !” wailed the tree, trembling dreadfully, 

“No,” said the Lily to Alice, “sad as it may seem, it is 
people in the chorus who attract the aristocracy, matri- 
monially.” 
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And then Alice noticed that all the 
flowers were surrounded by pots that looked 
like young lords. But just as she was going 
to ask a question about a rum shrub, t},. 
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ays Daisies began to look suddenly very prin), 


and demure. 

“She’s coming,” whispered the Lily. 

Alice looked round eagerly, and saw 
that a famous Marchioness was walking 
towards them. Alice recognised her at once. 
though the great lady looked older than her 
photographs, and one could see quite 
plainly that she was dreadfully “ made 
up.” 

“She’s grown good,” whispered a Daisy. 

“It’s old age that does it,” the 
Lily; “ wonderful how the characte; 
develops in old age.” 

Alice walked towards the Marchioness. “If I can only 
make friends with her,” she said to herself, “1 shall reac 
the highest point in Society. Everybody raves about this 
lovely Marchioness, and her name 1s in the Daily Mail almost 
every day.” 

The Marchioness was walking through the garden towards 
a high hill in the distance, and Alice, tidying her hair and 
putting her frock straight, walked deliberately in the Mar 
chioness’s path. 

“ What are you doing here?” said the Marchioness. 

Trying to do good,” sighed Alice ) “but I’ve lost the Way. 

“ All the ways belong to me,” said the Marchioness. “| 'n 
the Monopolist-Philanthropist of the day. Haven't you heard 
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ALICE IN THE GARDEN. 
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SQUARES SEPARATED BY BANK BALANCES. 


that? ve got a scheme for saving British trade, a 
scheme for keeping distressed ladies from starvation, a scheme 
for making all men chivalrous, all women virtuous, and [ open 
about a dozen bazaars a week. Haven’t you heard that, girl?” 

Alice wondered*a little at this, but she knew that notorious 
ladies did sometimes become very anxious about other people's 
salvation towards the end of their own lives. So she only said, 
* How much I should like to visit Society under your Lady 
ships guidance !” 


* Nothing easier,” said the Marchioness. ‘Got any money !” 


‘[ have left it at home,” said Alice. 

* You can send me a cheque?” 

* My husband can.” 

“Come along,” said the Marchioness, and taking Alice b) 
the hand she flew with her out of the garden into the country. 
And a most curious country it was. The ground was divided 
up into little squares, separated one from the other by bank 
balances. “I declare,’ said Alice, “it’s 
marked out just like a large draught 
board !” 

“So it is,” said the Marchioness ; “and 
if you want to get a king you must know 
the moves; that’s what we mean by 
‘moving in good society.” You must also | 
learn how to take. You see the squares | 
are all ‘marked, Cavendish, Warwick, 
Manchester, Belgrave, Eaton, ete. It 
requires great tact to get from one | 
square to another. But [ll do my best 
tor vou. Come along.” | 

Alice never knew how it happened; all | 
she remembers is that the golden-haired | 
Marchioness seized her hand, and in a | 
minute they were rushing through the air 
at lightning speed. But the curious thing 
was that fast as they went, the country 
remained unmoved. In other words, they 
did not pass anything. And all the time 
the Marchioness kept on shrieking to 
Alice, “ Faster, faster!” as though it were 
a matter of life and death to travel quickly 
in the same place. At last with a bump 
they came to the ground, ané Alice saw, 
of course, that it was the identical spot from 
which they had set out on their journey. 
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“You're not fast enough,” said the Marchionéss. ‘“‘ When | 
was your age I was three times faster than that.” 

“But what’s the good of being fast?” cried Alice. “ We 
haven't moved at all. LEverything’s just as it was.” 

“Of course it is,” said the Marchioness ; “ that’s the beauty 
of Smart Society. You can go as fast as you like and yet 
keep your place there.” 

“And the end of being fast,” said Alice, “is that one never 
gets to anything.” 

‘In this country,” the Marchioness answered, “ you should 
never want to know when to stop.” 

“We're stopping now,” said Alice. 

“Only while we turn over a new leaf,” snapped the 
Marchioness, signifying that they had reached the end of a 
chapter. 

(To be continued, ) 


WE saw a type-written letter of Mr. Stead’s the other day, 
addressed to a noble lord. It began, “ My dear Friend.” 
Doesn’t that explain a great deal ? 


Irom the Westminster Gazette : 
INSOMNIA, 
Night all around ! 
The rule of nursing Sleep ! 
sut in my heart a waking day 
A turmoil—and the flying feet of thoughts 
That pace the throbbing pavement of the Brain, 
And there—where solemn Sleep should reign 
Is nought but Wakefulness and Pain. C. B. 
Please note the signature—C, B. But 7s the front opposition 
bench so comfortless as allthat! ‘ The flying feet of thoughts’ 
is a fine description of the kicking Lrishman. 


THE President of the Cambridge University Boat Club 
professes that he is entirely satisfied with the rowing of the 
Oxford eight. What exactly did he mean ’ 


Hoaaen Lore 
MR. FUN AS A PEACE ENVOY. 


“Tay Down Your Arms AND You Get A FREE Copy.” 


(De Wet’s men appreciate dry humour.) 
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[lis Listener.—“ REALLY, How 1s THat?” 


Art the time of writing there is still tension at Tientsin. 
H [HE cause of all the trouble is a railway siding. | When the 
| diplomatists have settled the question the trains will begin to 
run. Let the South-Eastern look to its laurels. 

[HE most popular journal on the Twopenny Tube: Zhe 
(Jur i 


a anne al a ee : eS 
Mh ol eat - goon tne, an See 


4 ‘| shall stand up for you always, until you kill me,” sighed the 
4) lady acrobat to her companion, who was amusing the audience 
: oe by pitching knives all round her against a board. 
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The Captain. —“Il Have Known ror A Lone Time PAST THAT YOU CARED FOR ME. 


The Captain.— From THE Fact THAT YouR PEOPLE pUT THEMSELVES OuT oF THE Way TO SNUB MEF.” 


' 
Pa 
, 
{ 





Lorp RosEBErRY’s illuminative remark that he is “only a 
simple rural person,” explains, inter aléa, his unpopularity with 
his own party. The Radicals never go to the country if they 
can help it. 

Dr. Conan Doy Le is a chronic invalid. At least he is 
always C.D. 

At a diplomatic reception last week a Frenchman was 
pointed out to one of the guests as a very distinguished 
individual. “What has he done?” the guest asked his friend. 
‘Been wounded in a French duel,” was the answer. 
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| THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 


Porthos. Athos. Aramis. 
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-PSAOMMY BOWLES has gone to Gibraltar. 
He’s a whimsical little man is Tommy of East Lynn, 
with curly moustache, and curly but scant hair, and 
curly mouth, and curly eyebrows. Amassed a fortune as 
owner of Vanity Fair, bought a yacht, and is, consequently, a 
vreat authority on warships and naval manceuvres. He made 
the astounding discovery that the new docks at Gibraltar are 
built right opposite Spanish guns instead of round a corner. 

“My dear Tommy,” said Mr. Balfour, “you are concentrated 
wisdom. Will you go to Gibraltar and be works manager to 
those docks ?” 

“Certainly!” said Mr. Bowles, and now he’s gone. 

Before leaving England he confided to me sinister object of 
Government. “I’m too clever for them. I tell them the truth. 
But you see they don’t revolutionise Parliament while I’m 
away, won't you?” | promised. His eyes filled with tears, 
and he thanked me. 

Another favour he asked. ‘Keep your eye on Winston 
Churchill. He's a nice boy, but fighting has made him too 
prone toannexation. Wants to annex my seat. You know my 
corner seat ? Sat there for years ; anybody there I simply drop 
hard and bulge them into uncomfortableness. W. C. won’t be 
bulged. Thinks he’s a postal area all to himself. He says 
because his father occupied this seat he should have it.” 

This struggle between Tommy B. and Winston C. to sit in 
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same seat has become the scandal of Parliament. Churchil] 
hides behind pillar till Bowles saunters out. Then dashes 
wildly and annexes position. Tommy comes back and scow]s - 
Winston looks the other way ; Tommy then sits upon him. 
Three hats have been destroyed up to the present. But now 
Mr. Bowles has gone across the Bay of Biscay O, Mr. Churchi]] 
wears seraphic smile. 

Wonderful change holding position under Government 
effects ina man! Here’s Arnold-Forster, terrible critic of the 
Admiralty Office! Denounced it as negligent, incompetent 
wasteful! That was when he sat below the gangway. Saw 
that when Lord Londonderry attacked Government he wax, 
given plum in Postmaster-Generalship, salary £2,500 ; also 
saw how Mr. Carson, long, lank Irishman, kept saying nasty 
things till given a knighthood, also Solicitor-Generalship, salary 
£6,000. Arnold-Forster thought things. Became very savage 
over Government’s naval policy. Consequently became Secre 
tary to the Admiralty, salary £2,500. Now he’s charmingly 
contented ; so is Londonderry; so 1s Carson. Proof. that 
plums are admirable as official diet. 

Arnold-Forster is not a particularly jovial salt. Rather sad 
looking, as though’diet hitherto had been dry toast and soda 
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THE STRUGGLE FOR THE CORNER SEAT. 


water. Always had stare in his eyes, suggesting he has caught 
somebody stealing fruit out of his garden. Carries great 
bundle of books under his arm, making him walk lop-sided. 
Is practising for his new post by addressing everybody as 
“What ho, my hearty!” But does it rather melancholy. 
Think I saw shadow of Admiral Field last night. He was a 
rollicking old sea-dog ; rolled up floor like Tyne barge in teeth 
of wind; talked to young whipper-snappers representing 
Admiralty on Treasury bench like quarter-master reproving 
perky middies; always made debate breezy, _ blustery, 
sometimes a gale. “Ah!” he said, “House of Commons 
getting very dull since I left.” 
South African war has stifled memory of Parliament this 
last week. Talk all about battleships and burst boilers. 
William Allan of Gateshead is a proud man. Perfect Hercules, 
and wears tremendous felt, under which camp meeting might 
be held. For years he bellowed at Mr. Goschen, First Lord 
of Admiralty, that water tube boilers always burst. Goschen 
horror-stricken at suggestion; slways insisted they were 
unburstable. Sly old politician is Goschen! There was 
investigation into those boilers. Expecting certain decision 
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Scene.— Yeo Boys returning to Camp with their usual Farmyard Sports. 


Envious Infantry Tommy.—“ Ir DE Wet Hand FEATHERS, THEM FELLOWS WOULD BALLY Soon Caton Him.” 
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4 got himself made into a Lord, now 

Viscount Goschen, and went and 

sat on crimson benches in Gilded 

Chamber where William Allan’s Nor- 

thumbrian burr couldn’t reach. Water 

tube boilers now officially denounced 

| Ss and explosive 

BX —— jubilation 

3 on part of 

Gateshead’s 

representative 

| in conse- 

quence. He 

met Lord 


Goschen in 
the Lobby to- 
day. “ What 
aboot yer 
watter toob 
boilers noo?” 
= he roared. 
~ The noble 
= viscount just 
ef disappeared 
/ along a dark 
passage. 
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A Lossy Guost. 








FOOD. 


ON 


Aas! What various tastes in food, 
Divide the human brotherhood ! 
Birds in their little nests agree 
With Chinamen, but not with me. 
Colonials like their oysters hot, 
Their omelettes heavy—I do not. 
The French are fond of slugs and frogs, 
The Siamese eat puppy dogs, 

The nobles at the brilliant court 

Of Muscovy, consume a sort 

Of candles held and eaten thus 

As though they were asparagus. 
The Spaniard, I have heard it said, 
Eats garlic, by itself, on bread. 

In Italy, the traveller notes 

With great disgust, the flesh of goats 
Appearing on the table d’hétes ; 
And even this the natives spoil 

By frying it in rancid oil. 

In Maryland they charge like sin 
For nasty stuff called terrapin ; 
And when they ask you out to dine 
At Washington, instead of wine, 





They give you water from the spring 
With lumps of ice for flavouring, 
That sometimes kill and always freeze 
The high plenipotentiaries. 
In Massachusetts, all the way 
irom Boston down to Buzzards Bay 
They feed you till you want to die 
On rhubarb pie and pumpkin pie, 
And cranberry pie and custard pie, 
And horrible huckleberry pie, 
And when you summon strength to 
cry, 
‘What is there else that [ can try 7” 
They stare at you in mild surprise 
And serve you other kinds of pies. 
And [ myself that here complain 
Confess restriction quite as vain. 
I feel my native courage fail, 
To see a Gascon eat a snail ; 
I dare not ask abroad for tea ; 
No cannibal can dine with me ; 
And all the world is torn and rent 
By varying views on nutriment. 
And yet, upon the other hand, 
De gqustibus non disputand- 
wm. 































_ =r 


Ti Se ae ren aT Roe pe aE 


ee 
—— ae 


cade: =a wae whe RS cane ae . . oa : . ae 
. : a = ~ ae me _ a mig P = 
ane eshte: >a Py eee EM een Bete » z bi i Sua Oi 7 > ee > — ie . 
a See. ee = a pal “tine Pelt” - - _ en, - moe . 
r ss wh ee ee “ “ ee. nfl tg a 2s Be a > << — = - > ~ -_ * we = 4 ~ Fath 
es a : : xt > wei i ce % a " - lle . - ~~ ~ i ie a a 
aaeneeeeiliiliatitiansiite - r “ : j - ' <! : 7 Dh es an ; — - 4 ~ ah , 
Sette ie Ee SPE a ne ‘ soma ‘ =— " a aS. . . : ; ‘ 2 : re ee ae tire we 
— « . + a“ annem Satie ~ we I " ' —_ Sg a a = . o * yarn pe ym ~ Se ae ~ - aie ae eee - _— meteeatinattes a ee ; 
a “am —. ‘ s ws pdunaiiade ak . po 0 . : - ha 2 aa ” ~ . - a _— ie OT ee mi " Pa ” P ” _ o 
a ~ “ Se « ne a : : y : fa : 
— a awe — yr oa a ais B, ate ” Pez -~ zl ~ ~ 3A = f: oe - - a 
~ = ce hang ‘ = — — — — i . Fe ge tes rey P - - ~ . —— a 
ow ~ is Se eee : 7 . jes - - x gag ~ a 7 ~ : 
es 2. eee baa ss “A TFS e “ = ——- -_ a) 3 ie Ea “ 2 : > 7 oats be . 
a ’ oe = ee . eo ee ae a , Pr oe 
a - . iia “ “ eats Be r . ro py they 7 - 
. 7 ‘ a > oy 6 Pe Meg ait, ™" , 


Mc SESS le» aR 
a 


ere 


ee eee 


— — 
ne pene nasa eens 





MARCH 30, Igor. 

















































| the window from roof Mr. Charles Flitterer in Mandarin 
f | costume, long light overcoat, torn, and smashed silk hat)—* |] 
say, when mistress comes ‘ome there’l] be one or two awkward 
facts that’ll take a bit of clearing up.” 
HouseMalp (shrieking).—“’Orrors! Is that you, sir?” 
CHARLES FLITTERER (in low repressed voice).—“ Yes, it is 
I, your master (laughs wildly ). Who did you think it was? 
Am I not the very ideal of a quiet young stockbroker? Don’t 
you think my clients would be gratified and impressed by my 
present appearance? Don’t I look like the junior partner of 
the firm of Sparlow and Flitterer of Austin Friars? (Sezzes hey 
| hand.) Tell me, girl, is there anything strange about my 
| personal appearance ¢ ” 
HouseMAIp.—“ Oh! n-no, sir. You're looking about the 
| game as ordinary.” 
Mr. Frirrerer.—“ Richards, is my appearance anything 
but normal ?” 
Ricuarps.—“ Certainly not, sir. Rather more normal than 
usual, if anything.” 
Mr. FLItreErRER (agitatedly).—“ Then leave the room both 
of you. Stop! Bring me tea—strong tea, you understand. 


























i ; 
) And a wet towel. I want tothink.” (They go and beave him 
alone. He stumbles to mantelmece and takes up portait of 
} wife.) Ah! my sweet, pure darling. Thank goodness that you 
1 | did not see me in that riot in Covent Garden Market this 
i} morning. Thank Heaven that you——” 
i (Enter, unannounced, Mrs. Flitterer, stern young lady in 
4 ” | travelling coat, followed by maid carrying dress bow. ) 
’ ry ry yy) ry % r ‘ / ‘ J - « : 
| OVERHEARD AT THE ZOO. Mrs. FLITTERER (imprressively).—“ Charles! what does this 
4 ‘Dear Me! I wonpER WHERE My KEEPER CAN HAVE mean ?” 
| GoT To?” 
| — —\— a 
a7 ’ . *. ) } . . . . . ,) ‘ a) . | 
1 THE DRAMATIST FROM OUTSIDE. 
if ee 
} |Mr. George Alexander has agreed to produce at the St. James’s 
! | Theatre a play written by an outside dramatist anid 
selected by an outside committee. We suggest that the 
following opening would be among the most suitable. | 
ScENE: Breakfast-room with several doors ; low window at 
hack, showing houses opposite. Table laid for two; * Sporting 
' Limes” on chair. Attractive young housemaid ts discovered 
7 dusting the air with great cndustry as curtain goes up. 


HousemMaip.—‘ Well, of all the peculiar ’ouses I’ve ever been 
in, this is about the peculiarest. ‘Ere’s missus been away in 
the South of France looking after an old school-fellow that’s 














fell ill; ’ere’s master taking advantage of the opportunity to 
pop off to the faney dress ball and not come ‘ome all night ; 
‘ere’s cook in hysterics, and—well there may be an explanation 
of it all, but Pve been brought up a strict Dedo-Baptist and it 
of seems to me like (To groom in no jacket, who has entered t 
unperceived and has kissed her.) Oh! Richards, I thought it : 
¢ Was naster.” I 
7 RICHARDS (jealously ).—“ Does master kiss you like that?” i 
, Housemaip (still dusting the air).—* No, Richards. No, 
‘i indeed. His chin isn't ‘alf as rough as yours.” 
f } _ Ricwarps.—“ Everything’s getting a jolly sight too rough : =. q 
: tae in this ‘ouse. For instance, where was master last night ?” “ARE You AWARE, SiR, THAT YOUR UMBRELLA IS § 
7 Housematp.—“ How should Z know, Richards?” (Business Pokinc Mr in THE Eye?” V 
ri with duster. ) “Ir isn’t My UMBRELLA,” REPLIED THE OTHER, WITH 
} RicHarps.—“ When mistress comes ‘ome ”—( Enter through FIERCENESS, “IT’S A BORROWED ONE,” 
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HERE is a statue of Mercury near to the site of 
London’s latest playhouse, so it is called the Apollo 
Theatre. The only other reason one can think of for 

the choice of title is that Mr. Lowenfeld, its proprietor and 
manager, does not look a bit like it. Being called the Apollo, 
its coat of arms, emblazoned everywhere, has to do with 
Polish gipsies, who, one supposes, are the living represen 
tatives of the Greek mythology. It is wonderful how the 
types of beauty develop through the centuries. 

Anyhow, the Apollo, in Shaftesbury Avenue, is one of the 
handsomest and most comfortable theatres in London. The 
architect has ensured the audience getting out safely by 
innumerable exits ; the author of the new piece has not made 
similar arrangements for getting them in with equal facility. 
“The Belle of Bohemia” will surely toll the knell of fifth-rate 
American musical comedy. New York 
is not nearly so far from Bohemia, 
geographically, as is the Belle of the 
one place from the Belle of the other, 
artistically. 


The O.P. Club—composed of mem- 
bers who, under the direction of Mr. 
Cecil Raleigh, regulate the universe 
for a small entrance fee and an annual 
subscription — were furiously angry 
because the manager filled his theatre 
with friends on the first night, and so 
kept the O.P.’s out. That is, they were 
angry before the production ; after 
wards they probably passed him a vote 
of cordial thanks. 

The O.P. Club called Mr. L. 
A puling, claque-ly minion ; 
They may be right. But who 
can tell ? 
Tis a matter of O.P.nion. 





Miss MARIE DAINTON 
IN “THE 
SELLE OF BOHEMIA.” 


What was it Lowenfeld? The effects of Cecil Raleigh. 

The plot of “The Belle of Bohemia” hinges upon a resem 
blance between two men so extraordinarily close that it could 
not possibly deceive anyone. The complications which ensue 
from this original groundwork are so complicated that an 
infant-in-arms would be quite nonplussed ; and the humour of 
them is too great for laughter. When a rich German- 
American brewer is mistaken by his wife and his friends for a 
poor German-American photographer, and wee versd, the 
hilarity which is evoked is necessarily stuper.dous. 

There being one German-American character 1 “ The Belle 
of New York,” and “The Belle of New York”  eing a great 
success, by all the rules of logic and mathematics, it only 
wanted two German-American characters to ynake ‘“ The Belle 


Dinner” is the last act. It is 
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of Bohemia” twice as successful, and twenty German 
American characters would relieve a manager from ever being 
worried about a change of programme. “The Belle of 
Bohemia” proves how illogical and inexact logic and mathe 
Inaties may be, 


When primary reds and yellows and greens combined, stand 
for beauty, when silly songs and stale jokes signify wit and 
humour, when commonplace tunes rank as melody, then 
“The Belle of Bohemia” will be reckoned a masterpiece. 
Sincerest sympathy is due to Mr. Don, one of the “ German 
American dialect comedians,” Mr. Carle, Miss Dainton, Miss 
George, and one or two among the rest of the company. 
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Mr. ‘Tree is going to produce a blank verse drama, hy Mr. 
Stephen Phillips, on the Odyssey. If, in the play, Ulysses 
meets the cyclopes, it will be the only reason for the production 
being styled a “ one-eyed ” affair. 


“The Man from Blank 
ley’s” is to be Mr. Charles 
Hawtrey’s next production. 
The hero is a “hired guest ” 
sent by a Universal Provider 
to a parvenu’s dinner party. 
The acts are entitled “ Before 
Dinner,” “At Dinner,” and 
“After Dinner.” “ After 


here, of course, that the play 
gets its des(s)ert. 

This will be produced at 
the Prince of Wales’s, where 
the Peg Woftington of Miss 
Tempest did not arouse a 
storm of applause. The 
Avenue will be given over to 
“‘ Nicandra,” a weird farce by 
Mr. Vaun, in which Mrs. Cora 
Brown Potter will probably 
take the character of a “snake woman,” a human-ophidian 
compromise, probably, to be known as the Cora di Capello. 
As Mrs. Potter is to play the part it will be a complex one, for 
this snake woman will certainly be a snake charmer. 

THE STace Coacn. 








Mr. LD. L. Don ann 
Mr. Dave Lewis. 
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UNDER THE 
SPREADING CHESTNUT 
TREE. 





| Hr. ** Agnes, dear, would: you feel very 
Hf much hurt if T should ask to kiss you 7” 

it SHE (ambiguously). -*' I feel hurt) very 
i much that you should) ask.” — /larper’s 
Bazaar. 


An Irishman, who was indulging in the 
intellectual feast of reading a newspaper 
and sucking raw egys, chanced to swallow 
a chicken. It chirruped as it slid down his 
throat, and the Irishman politely observed : 

‘*T feel sorry for you, but yez spoke too 
late.” — Exchange. 


Moruer. —‘ Grace, you mustn't eat your 
ice cream so fast. There was a little girl 
once ate her ice cream so fast that she died 
1. before she had finished it.” 

GRACE (aged six).—‘* What did they do 
' i with the rest of her ice cream, mamma ?”’ 





Cincinnati Enquirer. 


FUN. 


Hearing a faint rustle in the dark 
hall, the elder sister, supposing the 
young man had gone, leaned over the 
balustrade and called out : 

‘Well, Bessie, have you landed 
him?” 

There was a deep, sepulchral silence 
for some moments. It was broken by 
the hesitating, constrained voice of the 
young man: 

‘*She has!" -EAiechanye 


s,.0WING Hor ann Conp. 


‘Mr. Balfour hotly turned upon him 
(Mr. Lawson Walton) with the icy remark, 
ete.” Datly Telegraph, March 13. 


‘* Yassir,” said the coloured citizen, with 
a wave of his hand toward the cabin. 
‘Tse done broke. [reckon Tse what dev 
calls a bankrup’.” 

‘* What are your assets 7” 

‘* Lemme see. Dar's me and de three 
hoys 

‘* You misunderstand. Your assets are 
what you have hopes of realising money 
on. 

‘*Dat’s what [m yetting to. My assets 
ain't nuffin’ but fo’ votes an’ a mule.”’—San 


Francisco News Letter. 


INNUENDO. 


[t isn't the thing you say, dear, 
But the thing that you leave unsaid 
The meaning shrug of the shoulder 
That leaves a character dead. 
In the spoken word lies peril ; 
One might be brought to book ; 
But who can convict an eyelash, 
Or prove murder against a look ?—-./udge. 


A hen-pecked man being told that an 
old acquaintance was married exclaimed : 
‘*T am glad to hear it.” 

But, reflecting a moment, he added, in a 
tone of compassion and forgiveness : ‘‘ And 
vet I don’t know why I should be; he 
never did me any harm.”’-— Boston Sunday 


Herald. 


An ARTFUL BEGGAR. 
Miss BeuviEve. —‘* Beggars are all frauds, 
[ met a blind man yesterday who said 
‘Please gimme a _ penny or two, lovely 
lady.’” 
Miss Brenave.-——‘‘ Yes; he said that to 
make you think he really was blind.” 


The clock struck nine. I looked at Kate, 
Whose lips were luscious red. 
‘* At a quarter after nine I mean 
To steal a kiss,” I said. 
She cast a roguish look at me, 
And then she whispered low, j 
With just the sweetest smile, ‘‘ That clock 
Is fifteen minutes slow.” 
ludianapolis ‘Press. 
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A young man was on trial for murder j,, 
the first degree. He was charged With 
killing his father and his mother, and the 
proof was conclusive against him. Tho 
jury returned with a verdict of guilty. The 
prisoner was called before the court to he 






































































sentenced, and, as is the custom. the Judge 
asked : 

‘‘If you have any reason why sentence 
should not be passed upon you, you may 
give it now.” 

‘‘ T haven't any, Judge,” said the prisoner. 
‘‘excepting that I think you ought to have 
pity on a poor orphan.” —Kansas City Stay. 

SPONGE CAKE. 

Mistress.-—*' Do you call this sponge 
cake’ Why, it’s as hard as can be !” 

New Cooxk.—‘‘ Yes, mum; that’s the 
way a sponge is before it’s wet. Soak jt 
in your tea, mum.”—New York Week/y. 


REFLECTIONS OF A SPINSTER. 
Only a cowardly man is afraid to forgive 
a woman. 
The man who ‘‘ raises the devil” should 
use a long fork. 
A faultless gown of Paris make not 
infrequently elicits the masculine remark, 


‘‘What a pretty woman !” this 

A comprehensive study of the life of any whit 
living man will strengthen the adage *‘ The Dres 
good die young.” tight 


If a man spent half as much money in 
keeping the affection of a woman as he does 
winning it, marriage might not be called a 
failure. 
Men are more sensitive about age than 
women, and the man who tells his ave 
before being asked always looks older tlian 
he says he is. —Judge. 


At’ THE Party. 


\ 
CLARENCE Cooney. —‘‘ What’s yo goin 
to cook, Miss Mokington ?” 
Miss Mokrneton.—‘‘ A Welsh rabbit.” V 
CLARENCE CooNLEY (eagerly).—‘‘ Would 
it be askin’ too much, Miss Mokington, to B 
save de left hind foot fo’ yo’s sincerely ?” 
Puck. _ P, 
EDITORIAL NOTICE. TI 


The Editor cannot be responsshle for 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
for consideration, and in no case will re- 
jected matter 
be returned 
unless accom- 
panied by 
a stampedand 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
uill be recog- 
nised as the 
acceptance of 
contributions 
or sketches. 
























